MEMORY

Pervixi: neque enim fortuna malignior unquam
eripiet nobis quod prior hora dedit.

PETRONIUS ARBITER.

I am always rather astonished when I find that
Romans liked their country homes, went swimming in
the sea and remembered their boyhood with pleasure.
That is the result of a liberal education. After ten years
among the best classical authors, the English schoolboy
emerges with a firm conviction of the radical non-
humanity of Greeks and Romans. Even now I receive
a sudden, pleasurable shock each time I make the dis-
covery that they were, after all, real people. Petronius
seems rather realer than most, for the good reason
that one never read him at school.

Pervixi . , . The last couplet rumbles with a noble
music.

I have lived ; nor shall maligner fortune ever
Take from me what an earlier hour once gave.

But sometimes, alas, do we not wish that it would
take away our memory along with our happiness ?

Ed ella a me :  ' Nessun maggior dolore
che ricordarsi del tempo felice
nella miseria : e cio sa il tuo dottore.*

Tired Memory

The stony rock of death's insensibility
Welled yet awhile with honey of thy love
And then was dry ;
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